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Prologue 


Author: El Alexandros Sora. Or just Lex. Or Mom. 

Band: Guns N Roses (of course) with a few Aerosmith mentions 

Summary: "And then | started to cry. Loudly. Because it wasn't fair." Strange things happen on tour.. 
Warnings: l'm prone to insanity. And a grown man crying. And | think one case of racial slurring, but | wasn't 
trying to offend. And Slash says if you doubt him you can go to the Vatican and ask for Father McKagan. 
Disclaimer: | don't WANT to own them after this @_@ 

Anything else?: My first posting here..anyone who's read my stuff before know what to expect. Yeah, l'm 
scared too. On with the show! 


Today, | decided to tell my therapist Mr. Daniels about the weirdest day of my life. Just recalling it is highly 


painful and reminiscent of a Grateful Dead concert. 


It all started a year ago.. 


saienisi 


The Journey Begins 

We were on tour with Aerosmith. Aerosmith is cool. | liked touring with them, even though | had to hide 
Snooky-er, my liquor. But it was cool. Steven was weirder than can be imagined, Joe was his straight man, and 
| can't recall what the other guys were doing.maybe having a massive orgy..whatever. 

I+ was all cool until about two days into it. 

I'd woken up fairly early, like noon, with a dog in my bed. No, not an ugly woman, an actual DOG. And | don't 
have any dogs. Not wanting to imagine what | could have done with the poor animal, | quickly got the hell out 
of my room. Just as | stepped outside | heard this: 

"Saul, my child, I've great news." 

NO ONE CALLS ME BY MY REAL NAME AND LIVES LONG. Except mommy. 

Plus, | didn't recognize the voice at all 

So | turn around and it's the scariest sight. 

Duff, decked out in full priest gear, with a goblet of something and a bible. A really big, thick bible. 

And one is prone to ask "What the fuck?" and so | did. 

"Slash.l'm running away." 

"To where?" | said, even though it should have been fairly obvious. 

"To join the Church." 

That's exactly what | said. 

"You can't do that:" 

"WHY NOTI? Hs my fucking-er, it's my dream! You can't step on my dreams!" 


"You would undo the cosmos!" And I'm still convinced he will. 


"I will not! It's my calling! I'm joining the Church and you can't stop mel" And he sticks out his tongue. Childish 


as it was, | was wavering between scared and amused. 


"Not even if | beg?" 


"Beg for mercy and redemption? Sure." And | wasn't going to do that today. So | didn't say anything else and 
Duff went on his merry way. Towards a church | think. And he looked like he was floating. Then it dawned on 


me. 
Joining the Church meant quitting the band and that meant leaving us without a bassist. And this was BAD. 
So | jogged to catch up with him, preparing to plead, sing a blues song, bribe, and beg. 

"You cant just leave us on tour without a bassist! 

"The Church is my calling, man. | have to do this" 

"Can't you do it off tour?" 

"Hs now or never" 

"Hl cry" | said, not even wondering why | did. Thankfully, he stops and looks at me. 

"Will you really?" 


"IIl cry like a girl Please do it off tour? Better yet, get a priest-tutor!" Yes, | said priest-tutor. You'd do the 


same. Shut up. 
"A priest-tutor?" | was so glad he believed me. 
"They make ‘em for everything else, why not priests in training? You could be pope in no time with a good one." 


"You know, you're right! I'll find one right now!" And he sped off in the direction of wherever he was going and | 


didn't stop him for some reason. 
| just knew he'd be pissed when he came back, but | didn't care. Far as | was concerned, crisis averted. 


Or so | thought. Dear God was | wrong. 


And Now Our Regularly Scheduled Oddness 


After all the excitement, | got back on the bus against my better judgment. | found Izzy sitting at a mini table 
thing and decided I'd tell him. What was the harm? 


"Hey Izzy." | said casually. He didn't answer. So | stared. Yes, this is what | do when | talk to people and they 
don't talk back. This is what | do when they DO talk back. 


It was then | noticed his hat: it was a feathered fedora thing. It looked like a pimp hat, if you will. A black hat 
with orange, blue, and pink feathers. Oh the eye sore-ity. 


"Izzy? l2? Snoogiewoogiel" He raised his head at "Snoogiewoogie" and grimaced, as did |, for men simply do not 


say that word. No one should, actually. It's really gay. 
"Im trying to meditate. 

"On what?" 

"The state of the band" What? 

"Hts.uh.good?" He shook his head at me woefully. 


"No, we're not raking in much dough any more. Not even on this tour. | decided I'd make a little spare 
change..and | wanna let you in on it" Judging by the hat he wore, | knew it was useless to pray that it wasn't 


what | thought it would be. And at that moment there was a bang at the door. 


"And there's my bitch now" Izzy got up and | got a full look at his.uh, outfit. A trench coat with "Ho Crew" in 
white lettering and pirate boots that folded at the knee. Um, okay. 


| didn't notice the door opening, so mesmerized | was by Izzy's pimp/pirate thing. | DID, however, so happen to 
catch Joe Perry, on our tour bus, wearing a purple shirt that left nothing to the imagination and barely 
covered his stomach, with purple women's panties. 


And | was scarred for life. | still dream about that and wake up in a fit of tears. 


"Hiya Slash!" He said cheerily. | did not speak back. Izzy lead him past me into a room and slammed the door. | 
ran out of the tour bus and kept going, liquor bottle stuck to my hand. 


| vaguely remember screaming in German | didn't know | knew. 


Eventually, | think I'd gotten quite a few yards from the bus, thank God. | swigged from the bottle-my only 


friend-and tried to figure out where in the name of Dante's Inferno | was. 


In front of a liquor store! Wonderful! Now | could get drunk and act like this was all normal! Or so I'd hoped. 


| went inside. A bell rung. Cute. It was nice and breezy inside, the clerk guy looked non-threatening, and most of 


all there was alcohol. | drank from my own bottle again and decided on trying to stock up. 
And then | saw her. 


A rather gorgeous chick, even if she did have rainbow colored hair, chains on her neck, and seriously lacking in 


the boob and ass department. What did | care? She was cuuuute. 


So, | decided to go ask her for..something. Not sex, but | wasn't going to ask her to drive me home either. | 
already had my pickup line worked out. ‘I'm from Guns N Roses, woman: 


She was browsing through magazines with a small bottle of something, | forget what. | cleared my throat and 
she turned around and stared at me. Now why did she look familiar? | wondered. 


"I'm from Guns N Roses, woman." | said. 

"I know." Okay, | just knew there's a reason she sounded so masculine. | was not particularly bright that day. 
"Well?" 

"Well what?" 

"Shall we screw?" 


"Slash, you know I'm not gay." Alright, that was all too familiar. | looked at her closer..closer..then | saw her 


tattoo. 
| don't remember what | did, but I'm sure it involved screaming and trying to choke the person, because the 


look | got afterwards was that of fear and panic. Also, the giveaway was my hands around their neck and the 
clerk guy looking at me like | was insane. 


"WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING HERE!?" 


"GET-TING-SOME-DRINKS-!" Axl choked out. Yes, it was him. For some reason God was against me. | think | 
actually put him down so he could talk. 


"What's with THIS?" | flicked at his hair angrily. Rainbow hair belongs on no one half sane. 


"l'm supporting the cause." 


" What cause?" 


"The gay movement!" Damn gays. First they have a movement now they steal my singer. But one is expected 


to ask why in this case. | wisely kept my mouth shut, though, and he just took it as a why. 
"I feel it's very important. | want them to know they have my support." 


| don't think it's going to make them feel any better." And he glared at me. And the counter guy glared at me. 
What'd | do? It was the truth. 


"Are you a phobe?" He asked suspiciously. Oh how | desperately wanted to run away like a wee girl 
"No, | love gay people. They're delicious.” 

"Phobel" The counter guy called out. | told him to stay the hell out of this. 

‘Listen woman, | ain't no phobel" | said, shaking my finger. Axl rolled his head and sucked his teeth. 
"If you don't like it, you're fired! 

At this point | actually heard a toilette flushing 


"Get out of my sight you homophobic wretch!" And | did just that. Liquor-less, save for my fast fading bottle 
of JD. | walked for a few feet, thinking of all the ways | could go to Duff, confess my sins and hope he'll give 


me some advice..then ideas about ignoring the advice and murdering Axl. 


| was too caught up in my thoughts and almost didn't here some one calling me. For some reason, it was 
Steven Tyler. Not the person | wanted to see, but who was | to complain? He looked normal..for Steven. 


"Hey kiddo!" | stared at him. He stared back. | waved a little and he grinned wider. He came up to me, slung his 


arm around my shoulder and we began to wak.somewhere. 
"What's wrong? You look down" 

"I am not having a good day" Understatement. "I just got fired” 
"Fired? From the band?" 

"Axl thinks lim a phobe” 


"Well that's not fair. Want me to talk to him?" And | actually thought about this question. 


"| don't even know." 


"ll talk to him." It was then | realized | had no idea where we were. We were into the city, but not around 


crowds..and it was dark.then | realized: dear God, we were in an alley. Why? | wondered aloud. 
"Why what?" 
"Why are we here?" 


"No reason" And Steven dropped to his knees. | got the strongest urge to hurt him, but | didn't for some 


reason. 
"Slash, | wanna do something." No, you don't Steven 


"Wh-what?" | croaked out. He pulled out a ruler and some string. | blinked and gripped my bottle tighter. Ladies 


and gentlemen, | will hit a holy man, 


"| wanna measure your cock and compare it to mine. PLEASE! You don't understand-this has been driving me 


ruts!" And | invented a new word that day: 
"Fuzahm?" 

"Come again?" 

"Go away" | said instead. He glared at me and harshly grabbed my crotch. And yes | did cry out in Gaelic. 


"| WILL HAVE MEASUREMENTS!" And he tried to stroke (pull roughly) me into hardness. | gave into temptation 


and whacked Steven over the head with my bottle like | should have done about ten minutes ago. 


"WAUGH!" | heard as | ran in the opposite direction | ran pretty much the way we'd come. think..actually | 
didn't know. | was scared and pissed that his hard head had cracked my bottle. | didn't even bother talking to 
Steven (our drummer) as | ran by him. | soon heard footsteps behind me and correctly guessed that it was 


him. 


"Leave me bel All of you get the hell away from mel" | shouted angrily. | was tired of people. Very tired of 
people. 


"Slash, what's wrong!?" He called after me. | turned around and quickly ran the poor little guy over. Jacking him 


up by his shoulders, | shouted, "I'M BEING TRAUMATIZED!" 


"By what?" He said dizzily. | put him down and calmly explained. 


"Duff is running away to join the Church, I've been fired, Izzy's a pimp, Joe's his whore, Steven tried to rape 
me and Axl's supporting some movement!" 


"You mean you didn't know? His hair's been rainbow for three days now.’ And how the HELL did this slip past 
me? You don't miss rainbow haired singers. It's IMPOSSIBLE. 


"| didn't know that. What about Duff joining the Church?" 
"| have no idea what's up with that." 

"Izzy pimping out Joe?" 

"Started yesterday." 

"l'm not well. 

| hope you'll be okay. And thanks for last night." 

" What'd | do?" 


"Made my dog feel better." And that shattered all resolve | had left. And then | started to cry. Loudly. Because 
it wasn't fair. Why me, why today, why this century was all | could think. 


lm Letusanctus 


And sometime later | found myself standing over a rail on a deserted street. | swung from my bottle-which | 
was starting to think WASN'T my friend anymore-and stood backwards on the rail. Yes, | did jump with 
intentions of suicide and saving my bottle. 

Now here's where it starts to get freaky. 

| fell down, down, down, down, on to a large stone. And it didn't hurt. And | just assumed | was dead..only | didn't 
feel dead. It was dark and | was thinking. No hellfire, no angel choir, no nothing. | decided to open my eyes, and 
there above me was a.chick. She was rather short with spikey blue hair, a rather large pair of wings and eyes 
on her cheeks that moved in this direction and that. She had on a white jacket and blue jeans. For some reason, 
she looked amused at my angst. 


" Who are you?" 


"m Letusanctus, kid" She answered, having the nerve to call ME a KID when she didn't look more than ten 


herself. 

"Am |..dead..2" 

"Not yet, and you won't on my watch. l'm your guardian angel. Remember? | saved you from falling out of that 
tree that one time, and | rescued you from drowning in the kiddie pool, and | lied for you when your mom 
found that condom." Oh, THAT guardian angel. The one | hadn't seen since | was..nineteen. Funny, | didn't know 
she had a name..or that it was a she. 


"Where the hell have you been?!" 


"You haven't really needed me. And I've been busy..doing angel-stuff. But I've seen what's happened with you 
Today. | just had to interfere when Tyler tried to rape you, dude." 


"And just where were you?" 

| was in the bottle-don't ask And now I'm saving your ass again" She held out her hand and | used it to get it 
up. | took one glance at my leaking bottle of JD and threw it over her shoulder and far, far away. Liquor was 
NOT being my friend that day. 

"Good boy! Now, let's go on a trip." 


"Where?" | asked wearily. She grinned. 


"You'll like this. l'm gonna make you feel really happy." As if that didn't sound ominous enough, she lifts me into 


the air and we start flying. Really high in the air. Nosebleed high. | wasn't really liking the trip so far. 
"Hey..uh.what's with the eyes?" Was the only thing | could think to ask. She went up higher and grunted. 

"So | can see! And they're a head by themselves, and my second head is heavy." That was good to know. My 
guardian angel is a weird two-headed thing. We went past the clouds and it came to my attention that we 
weren't stopping anytime soon. Then it started getting really bright. Ridiculously bright. And | panicked like a 
woman in labor. 


"Dude, we're heading for the sun!" 


"No we aren't, the sun's over there numbnuts. We're heading for my home." And | knew just what ‘home’ 


meant. At this point | really began freaking out. Today was just not my day. 


Heaven..or something really similar 


"Look upon the eyes of God! .No, wait, don't." And | wasn't going to anyway. | was too busy staring at the wheel 
next to me with the eyes all around it. | still don’t quite know what it was, but she said it was an angel. | went 
along with her because my mind was going into shutdown mode. 

"lIl show you Heaven This is what you get when you die naturally!" 

"You mean l'm going to Heaven after all?" 

‘Of course.unless you defy destiny and screw yourself over. Then you'll go to Hell and suffer..and there's only 
one way | can think of you'd mess up and | won't tell you that for the sake of you not doing it" The best thing 
I'd heard all day. Smart angel. 


We were now WAY above the clouds and everything was.shiny. The little wheel things were running around in 
straight lines and little cherubs..at least that's what she said. They looked like mean sphinxes to me. 


To save a long explanation, Heaven is about as weird looking as Hell. H's too shiny and there are too many naked 


people singing "Holy, holy, holy!" at the most annoying volume ever. 
The upside? Snakes! The bad side? If | looked at them I'd turn into a pillar of ash. 
Exactly. 


"See? And that's where all the dead people are." We flew down to a vast, blue looking pool of clouds. And for 


some reason she saw fit to drop me in headfirst. Without floatation gear, damn her-.soul..thing. 


| fell through and figured that my guardian was choosing now to kill me, but | saw her come through after me 


and we both landed on our feet somehow. 


"Weren't we just upside down.?" | looked through the cloud-hole and saw that everything opposite it was..upside 


down.so we were right side up..or something. 
"That's the way heaven works Sauline." | ask you, Sauline? SAULINE!? 


Anyway..when | turned around, it was considerably less shiny. In fact, it was rather dark. And there were three 


wooden doors a little taller than me. 
"What are those?" 


"Why don't you go find out? The description is there." Lo and behold, above each door was a silver plaque with 
inscriptions..in Latin. That wasn't helping. 


"So..which will | be in?" 


"You think | read Latin kid? Go see." Letusanctus-and | do still remember her name-| was convinced DIDN'T like 


me. So, by natural selection, | went to the first door. The first door is usually the safest. 


First door? Second door? 


| turned the knob and went in. It was a pitch black place but | could see, and there was loud crying.like a 


baby's crying. And it was everywhere and DEAFENING. 

"What.!S THIS?!" | shouted to no one. | was compelled to walk further and started seeing-wait for it-babies. 
Hundreds and hundreds of crying babies on leaf-thingies, crying out to whomever. And it was then | started to 
feel sad. Naturally | was in the room for dead babies. The depressing thing was that they were dead. What was 
not so depressing is that they were crying at the loudest level since God but | still managed to feel sympathy 
for them..poor kids. 


I'd seen all | needed to see and left the room the way | came. 


And there was my dear angel, filing her nails and singing "holy, holy, holy!" in the most listless tune ever. One 
of the eyes on her cheek saw me and she asked, "So what was it, you think?" 


"The room of dead kids?" 

"_.Well.yes, in unsympathetic terms. You numbruts. More specifically, the room of premature births, murdered 
children, and children not yet born" | didn't know whether she meant stillborn or not born at all, but | didn't 
bother to ask. Without invitation | walked into the second room. 

And quickly fell to my doom. 

„Okay, so | fell on a wooden table. | screamed like it was my doom. | fell smack onto a long wooden table. 
"Ooow.." | moaned, and got my bearings back. | noticed there were people looking at me.like | was a fly or 


something. They all had faintly glowing halos on their heads and just LOOKED important. They all wore fancy 


robes and stuff, like kings and queens or something, 
"Hello." 


"Hello stranger," a woman greeted. Keep in mind she was HEADLESS so | really didn't know how she was speaking 
until she stood up. In her hands, by her right hip was her head. She was kinda cute. 


"And who is this who has come before his time?" 
"This is Slash. Who are you?" 
"l'm Barbara. Why are you here?" 


"Uh. fell." The others laughed even though | didn't find anything funny. My back was hurting like hell and | was 


talking to a headless woman. 
"What brings you here before your time?" She said again. | like her. She's nice. And cute. 


"Just.the grand tour of Heaven and stuff. Hi everyone. Where am l, anyway?" Another saint stood up, also with 
his head in his hands. What's with the beheading of saints? 


"You are in the room of saints and saints to be. How did you get in here?" He boomed. | stared at him, upside 


down mind you, in slight fear. Why was he mad at me? | was a victim! VICTIM! 
'|.uh.fell through." At this time | sat up and saw just how many saints | was faced with..and dear goodness 
were there a lot. As you can imagine, | was feeling awful nervous and wanted to leave. Barbara, however, spoke 


agai n. 


"Do you not want to know anything? No enlightenment?" Enlightenment? Why not? But on what? | thought. | ran 


down questions in my head. 

When am | going to die? Nah, | could guess that myself. 

When is the world ending? Would they know that one? Nah. 

What time is it? .No, they're DEAD. 

They looked at me expectantly and | finally settled on an easy question. "What do you do in here all day?" 

"Sit and bask in the glory of the Lord God" Answered Barbara 

"And sleep." Said some one further down the table. Well, that was going to be all the enlightenment for me that 
day. | wanted to leave. Badly. | looked up and noticed the door was way above me. And it turned out | needed 
more enlightenment. 

"How do | get out of here?" 

"The door-oh." Said the second saint with his head. He'd thankfully noticed it was way above my head. The 
saints began to mutter about my predicament and | looked around nervously. At last, a saint came up to 
me..not headless, not mutilated, just a man with a halo. He did look unnecessarily cocky. 

"This looks like a case for Jude! Alright, | have an idea" He pulled up another saint and got on his back. | quickly 
saw where this was going. | looked at myself-fairly scrawny-and at them-skin and bones. This WOULDN'T work 


and | was convinced. They urged me to climb up on their shoulders and | was like, "This won't work!" 


However, the veins bulging out from who | assumed to be Jude's neck made me oblige. And surprisingly it DID 


work and | was up to the door knob in no time. 


But that was the problem: | couldn't quite reach it. 

"LETUSANCTUS, OPEN UP DUDE!" Luckily my guardian appeared through the door..while it was still shut. But | 
really wasn't caring; | wanted to get off these people before | fell to my doom again. Plus, it felt kinda WRONG 
sitting on the backs of men holier than |. 


"The saints' room!" She declared. She then noticed my predicament and did the coldest thing ever: cracked up. 
How DARE she laugh at my pain and suffering?! 


She did stop laughing long enough to open the door and pull me out. Said door shut tightly behind me and | 


punched my guardian angel in the arm. 
"You jerk-ess, you didn't tell me there was a ten foot drop!" 


"| didn't know." She lie-er, said. I'll have faith in her.:for now. She tapped her chin and | waited beside her. There 
was no way | was going to go through that third door with out some kinda assurance that | wouldn't DIE. 


"Let's see..dead infants, saints..so that's the people door! Go on, you can go through. It's alright" 
"Come with me." 

"Do | look like your mother? You're a big boy, go on" 

"| don't wanna go alone-" 


"Go damnit, | don't have all day to wait on you!" 


Wonderland? 


| sighed pathetically and went to the door. | cautiously opened it and, expecting a drop, fell on my foot. Sadly, 
there was solid ground just under it and | fell over anyway. | was face to face with dirt. I'd expected spirits 
and floating and shit, but there was ground. And trees..and a sky. It looked like a normal pathway thing, like 


something you'd expect in a park.not in Heaven, 


"What is this..?" | got up and started walking. It was a clear..day, if you want to call it that. It was nice..there 
were trees lining the path and not a person in sight. | almost expected birds chirping and kids playing. | walked 


on the path for what seemed for quite some time. | was starting to get uncomfortable and.lonely. Yes, lonely. 
That all changed when | came upon an unexpected stump and took my third fall. | wasn't happy about this, 
because | fell on my face and that hurt like hell. | cursed some choice people, got up, and tried the walking in a 
straight line thing again.only to trip over ANOTHER tree stump. 

| swear to you | was as sober as could be by this point. 

| looked up through rage-clouded eyes and saw in front of me a line of tree stumps, just waiting for me to kill 
myself on. And to think my guardian angel couldn't be bothered to come with me. | stood up and heard giggling 
from the trees. 

"Who's there? If | have to go in there and find you I'll kick your asses!" You'd have done the same. 

"Who is this who has come before his time?" 

"l'm a tourist.who's that?" Three ghostly blue spirits floated down from the tree tops. One was tall and 
horribly thin, even for a dead dude, one was shorter than the first and had hair down to his back, but the 
third one caught my eye.he looked like he belonged in the lowest levels of Hell, not a holy place! 


For one thing, he had the head of a wolf. For another thing, he was looking.hungry. 


“Tourist? You freely tour the holiest land before you are dead?" Said the tall one. | nodded and shrugged. What 


can | say? | was special. 

“That's me. So..this is where..normal people go?" The wolfish one spoke an answer. 

"This is where mortals go when we pass on, are killed, or murdered, but not martyred. They're in another 
room." Which made sense since there were three doors and | was in the third one. That didn't include martyrs. 
But | didn't care. If I'd only made the assumption that the least important section would be the LAST, | wouldn't 


have had to seen the other two. Wolfie cleared his throat and | was snapped out of my reverie. 


"Who..are you..guys..2" 


"Walk with us and we'll explain" Said the long haired guy who was definitely Californian. They started walking and 
like the sheep | am, | followed. As we walked on, more curious spirits dropped down, some looking. won't even 
explain. | could hear them all crying out "Who's that, the one undead?" and | was getting really uncomfortable 
with being leered at by dead people. 


"So, I'm Matthew," the tall one started "the long haired guy is Josh and our wolf-friend is Conall" | looked at 


our "wolf-friend" and asked lamely, "What's your story?" 


He shrugged and said, "| was born to feral parents and developed lupine qualities. | lived a happy, full life until 
the villagers saw me, so they killed me. The end." 


| felt the need to clap. That was a sad story. | then noticed | was surrounded by glowing spirits. Luckily, some 


of them were women or else | would have felt the need to run. So, | did what came natural, and stared. 


"Everyone, this is a tourist.so he's not dead. So, like, leave him alone." Sadly, that just wasn't going to happen 
One particularly happy (and busty) lady swooped down and got all grin-y in my face. 


"Hello stranger! Let me show you our realm!" And without even asking my permission she just hoists me up 
into the air and we're flying. And | lose it and vomit in mid air. She didn't seem to mind though, which is 


normal. Most people would kill to have a rock star puke on them. 


We flew over trees and to the edge of the park-thing to where there were even MORE spirits hovering 
around. And they all rose from wherever they were and started swarming around me and | think one even 


groped my crotch.. 
"AAAAH! DEAD PEOPLE!" And the busty lady dropped me. Okay. No one in Heaven likes me. 


| fell into the arms of a dude, who flipped me over and examined me to make sure | was really alive. Then he 
threw me to someone else, who dropped me to someone else, who missed me and | fell into someone else, who 


threw me back up.l think you get it. 


| got too dizzy to see where the gaggle of ghouls was throwing me, so | was completely surprised when | was 
dropped into the middle of a really dark forest. After | got over my vertigo and puking fit, | woozily looked up 


to see where | was..which | couldn't because, like | said, it was really dark. 


"| dun feel so good.” | muttered. And | was alone.save for the giggling from the trees. Great, they were 


MESSING with me now. 


So | didn't know where to go..so | crawled on the ground really, really slow. | felt around and just really got the 
urge to cry. | cursed my guardian, her mother, her mother's mother, her mother's-mother's mother, and 


eventually traced her whole lineage back to Eve. 


And, for the second time today, | fell to my doom. And | mean it. 


It was a hole and my hand slipped into it and | fell down, down, down, for all of two minutes into..some kind of 


pit. Or that's what | thought it was. It was rather light in here, which was weird. 
"Where..am |-" 
"HERE!" 


"AAAAHH" | jumped and struck a defensive posture. Well, it was more like | had my hands in front of my face 


and | was crouching like a scared kitten. Because | was. 

"YAH!" 

‘Fear not undead stranger!" Yeah, it was another kooky spirit. "It is |, Thaddeus!" 
"..Th-Thaddeus?" That has to be the oldest name ever. 

"Thaddeus the Great!" ‘Thaddeus the Great showed himself-just another regular, naked- 
"Shade." 

"Eh?" 


"'m the Great because | read minds, Slash." As if checking my wallet wasn't enough, now there are people who 


can check into my mind! Something was against me this day. 


"Welcome to the mortal realm of Heaven, boy! Enjoying your stay?" It was then that | realized that | wasn't in 
a pit at all, but.ANOTHER pathway. Pathways equal doom. Thaddeus started shoving me backwards and | did 
NOT like the look in his eyes.it was TOO happy. 


"Now, | know you feel suspicious of me boy, but just trust meee!" 


"How can | trust you if | don't-AllllIlEEE!” The bastard had pushed me backwards over a cliff. | fell.and fell.and 
fell.and fell.so this went on for almost fifteen minutes, right? Yes, | fell for fifteen minutes, and | WANTED to 
hit the ground after the first ten. 


"WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON HERE!?" | screamed out to no one. Where's God when you need ‘em?! At 
last..long, long last | hit the ground. But | immediately noticed something was wrong when I..sunk into the ground. 
| sunk in like I'd hit a sponge and popped out again. So my landing wasn't the disaster | thought it'd be. But now | 
was in the dark woods again Wonderful. So | resumed my crawling only | went even slower than before. | just 


really wanted to leave. 


Especially after | found myself rolling down a hill at speeds unknown to man And after | ran into the tree and 
surely broke most of the fingers on my hand. When | get out of here, | thought, I'll kill everyone around me. 
At this point, I'd truly had enough. | stood up, looked at the sky and was immediately BLINDED by the brightest 


moon I'd ever seen in my life. 


"MY EYES! OH GOD THE INJUSTICE! THE PURE LUNACY OF IT AAAALL!" | ducked and covered my eyes with hair 
and basically lost my mind at this point. | was foaming at the mouth, ranting in Russian-German, singing Bon 
Jovi lyrics in English, the works. And when | finally calmed down enough to stop biting on a nearby tree, | 
realized that | was utterly lost.AGAIN. And | actually cried. | cried tears of bitter-bitterness and quickly 


stopped when | realized | wasn't alone. 

"You didn't see that." 

"When asked I'll say it was a weeping widow." 

"Where the HELL HAVE YOU BEEN, WOMAN?" Letusanctus-she finally decided to make an appearance-shrugged. 


"I can't do anything when you don't need me. You didn't need me. You think I'm stupid enough to let you in here 


alone? | was following you all the time." 
"| needed you five minutes ago!" 


"I know! See." She led me (dragged me by my hurt fingers) back up the hill and the spongy ground where | fell 
and tapped it. 


"Solid ground. Now when you fell on it, it was all bouncy. GEE, | wonder who did THAT?" Awww, she did care. 


That doesn't make me sorry for telling her ancestors to go to Hell with a wet towel. 


‘If l'd let you fall, the force and the position you fell in could have been fatal. See? | love my liddle numbnuts 
after all. Plus, if | let you die then only Another knows what'd happen to me" Ah-hah! She can't kill me! That 
made me feel better and slightly less hated. 


"But that doesn't mean | can't let you take abuse, mwa hahahahaaaa" And she disappeared. Damn her undead 
soul! And just when | was almost out of there..so | had to find my own way out. The moon was bright as hell, 
but it did nothing for lighting. In fact, it barely cast a light on the ground. So other than the eerie blue glow, it 
was pretty much pitch-black 


"Ill give you a hint: | can see the way out from here. And remember, l'm always watching you, so you won't 
die or get seriously hurt. Go ahead, look” Said the helpful little angel. And look | did, and lo and behold there was 
the door! | was excited and ran for it, so excited | forgot about the hill and- 


"ARRG!" 


Fell down it again and hit the tree to break the rest of my hand. | heard a soft mutter of "Oh, Jesus." and was 
glad someone else was feeling my pain. Because | was tired of feeling it all by myself. | staggered up somehow 
and began stumbling for the exit, which was much more far off than | thought at first. In fact, the more | 
walked the farther away it got. This was starting to play out like a really bad dream. 


And then, of all things | wanted to see, another ghost appeared out of no where. This one was kinda young and 


sweet looking. Oh no you don't, you won't fool me! 

"Hewo. Why awen't you bwuu?" She said cutely. Awww. Damnit: 

"Because l'm not dead, sweetie." | answered back sweetly..or as sweet as | could 
"Why?" 

"Uh. its not my time.." 

"So why you hewuh?" 


"Just..taking a walk..yeah, that's it. Why don't you-" She then produced a blanket with a hole in the center, 


some string, and a needle. Damnit, | hate cute kids. 
"Uhhh..." 


"Coot you fix my bwankie? Pwease? I'm cowd" She blinked cutely. Awwwwwwww. | didn't have time to mend 
some girl's blanket, but what was | gonna do, say no? Would you say no to big, blue doe-eyes, frizzy sandy- 
brown hair, and the cutest lisp ever? Would you?! If you say no, you lie! Plus, the poor thing was cold. So, | 
took the materials, sat on the ground, and tried to thread the needle. 


Threading a needle-most irritating task EVER. 

| licked on it, squinted my eyes, and tried to keep my hands steady. Or as steady as | could. The girl kept 
looking at me all sad like and | wanted to put her in a headlock sooo bad. Just as the veins in my neck were 
about to explode, | FINALLY got the thin thread through the needle, looped it around and all that shit, and was 
finally ready to do the actual sewing. 


“Alright kid, | don't really know how to sew so.if this comes out looking fucked up, remember, you asked for it, 


'kay?" And then the lip-quiver. 
Oh, the LIP-QUIVER. 


WHY the LIP-QUIVER? 


It nearly broke my resolve and | just wanted to hug the.life.out of her. If | do mess up like my guardian said | 


might, I'll probably wind up on the Overly Cute Children level of Hell. 


"Okay..here goes nothin." The hole wasn't that big, and with a little concentration I'd stitched it up, good as new. 
The kid gratefully took the blanket and kissed me on my cheek. Awww. She floated off somewhere and | looked 
up just in time to see Letusanctus mouthing at me "NUMBNUTS!" and | wondered why. Then | looked down at 
my hand and noticed there was still some thread there. | picked at it and picked at it but it simply wasn't going 
to come off that day. What the hell? 


"Dude, something is seriously wrong here." and | turned my hand over and gasped. That damn, son of a bitch, 
not so cute any more brat. 


There was a large stitch on the back of my hand, stitched with the same thread I'd mended the blanket with. 
That adorable little bastard. And then my arm started moving. And it tugged. And | soon found myself being 
dragged along the path at a breakneck speed. 


"HEEELPI" | turned around and there was my sweet little guardian angel, running on foot when she could have 
just flown But running was just as good, since she was catching up pretty fast. Then she was beside me, 
grabbing at my clothes and limbs as | got dragged over rocks and sticks and farther into the forest. 


“This..is..the forest.of kids.who weren't quite old enough..for the room..of infants.! Or if.they..died 
of.natural..causes..see*" She panted out. | didn't really see, but | nodded anyway and she nodded as well. Then, 
as if she suddenly remembered, she started trying to save me again. At last, she grabbed my foot and 
started tugging. The thread tugged back. And thus a tug of war started. 


"MY HAND! MY FOOT!" 


"Shut your trap!" She screamed at me. l'm still the victim, remember? | shouldn't be getting screamed at, | 
should be getting coddled. In any case, | wished that one of them would let me go sometime soon! And then, the 


most brilliant idea struck me. 
| started chewing on the thread. | don't know what made me think it would work, but it was worth a shot. 


"Chew man, chew!" My guardian called above me. | chewed like a rat on heroin and at last the thread came 
loose with a "POING!" noise. There came a long, sorrowful wail from where the string disappeared to, like a 


hundred lonely children crying. Awwww. Must not let heart strings be tugged. 
"WE WANNA PLAAY!" Damnit. Damn cute kids. Damn them to the lowest levels of Hell. Nothing that cute 


should have that much power. Letusanctus noticed | was staring too long below me and whacked me on the 


head. 
"Stop looking like that. We are not playing with the children today.” 


"But-but-" 


"NO! Sweet Trinity, | can't leave you alone, can |?" 


"You said | wouldn't get seriously hurt or die." Then it dawned on me. "Are you saying | would have gotten 


seriously hurt?" 
"Yes..you just don't want to know what their definition of ‘play’ is" 

"Oh, God" | sobbed out. She put me on the ground (far away from the Lair O' Cute Children) and.shook me. 
'Hey-hey! Don't cry! The kids'll trick another sucker, just not my sucker.” 


"No, that's not it. I've had to pee for the past hour.. gotta go really bad! REALLY BAD!" It was my turn to 
shake her, and shake her harshly | did. You've no idea how it feels to be scared pissless when you have to piss. 


Instead of trying to talk, she just pointed to a bush. Medieval, but it's not like | haven't done it before. 


So | gladly go to the bush to relieve myself. Or so | thought | was going to. Apparently, Heaven isn't too holy a 
grounds to have wolf people, psycho psychics, and evil cute children, but you can't piss on it. Did you know 


that? | didn't. 


I'd gotten half way there-as in, assuming the position and convincing myself that everything was alright and | 
could have a moment to myself-and willed myself to pee. Yes, | had to will myself. | started to wish | hadn't 
when | noticed that it wasn't quite hitting the ground. In fact, it wasn't at all, it was going straight through the 
bush and off in a straight line. Oh.my..God. As | stared slack-jawed, | heard a little voice behind me. 


"Oh yeah, | forgot to mention that. Hurry up before you hit some one." | thought she was behind me, which 
meant she couldn't see anything. Hey, I'm into corrupting people, just not kids..and the guardian angel who's out 
to get me. But she wasn't behind me after all. | so happened to turn to my side and there she was, staring at 


me all intently. 
"GAH!" | quickly shoved it back into my pants and she jumped 
"Whaaat?" 

"Do you like staring at people taking a piss?! 


"Oh come on, I've seen you naked hundreds of times." That was the most exposed I've ever felt in my life. Oh 


my, the woman is stalking me. She's STALKING ME! 


"What? I'm your guardian angel, | have to watch you. To make sure you didn't drown in the tub or something 
like that. Seeing you naked lost its shock when you were five, buddy. Get over it and piss already." And then 
she muttered something | don't doubt was ‘numbnuts’. | blinked, temporarily too stunned to piss. She cleared 
her throat expectantly and | decided the only thing | could do was go about my business, as uncomfortable as 


it would be now. But | did it anyway. There, | pissed in front of a child Are you people happy now?! 


| turned around and there she was, filing her nails again. One of her eyes caught me again and she zapped my 


hands with white, glow-y stuff. 


‘I've sanitized thine hands, dear boy. Shall we go now?" And she turned the knob on the door. Now.| remember 
that a while back, the door was at least a mile away. But | was just happy to be out of there, so happy | 
jumped over her, out the door, and started kissing the ground..clouds..whatever, | kissed it. She came out soon 


after, shut the door, and stared at me like I'd lost it. 


"Er. think you've had enough of Heaven" Oh, really now? "Now I'll show you where you'll wind up in Hell if you 
do that mess up thing.” 


And | screamed. loudly..then started to sob again. 


And now, a brief interlude 


"Come on now, no tears.." She said. | think she was staring at me with.sympathy? Nah. It looked more like ‘He's 


nuts: 
"But it's not fair!" | sobbed back. 


"What's not fair? Get on a fucking thoroughbred and get OVER. IT! | should cry, | got dragged out of Hell to 
watch YOUR ass! Get up, get situated, and get on my back." Well, when you put it like that, | guess | can't be 
too sad. That just might have been the best pep-talk I've gotten in a while. Its what I'd have said to myself at 
that point. So | got up, straightened myself out, and came to the conclusion that | was not going to get on her 
back. For one thing, the girl barely came up past my thigh she was so short. | think she sensed what | was 
thinking because her eye started to twitch. 


‘| hate you." 

"Come on, you know as well as | do it's not going to work. They don't make angels like they used to, huh?" 

"YOU THINK I LIKE BEING THIS SMALL ALL THE TIME?! I'm an angel, I'm supposed to be all small and cute." Well, 
she had the small thing down She wasn't cute while she was yelling at me. | tried to keep the peace and agreed 


with her. | didn't believe her though. What, was she ten feet tall or something? Please. 


If you ever learn anything in your life, learn this: when you think something stupid, it's probably going to come 


true. 

"Come! I've a story for you. Then we go to Hell ‘n shit." And then her cheek-eyes started twitching at me. She 
ignored them and grabbed me again. We flew through the little entrance pool thing and came out upside down, 
which made me lose my lunch again. She stopped and shook me until | was slightly cleaner, then put me on her 
knee. What was | supposed to do, ride it? 


For some reason she started bouncing her knee. Exactly. Actually, it was kinda fun 


"Alright, see those guys over there?" She pointed to a crowd of angels with large wings, two heads, and | was 


as big as one of their toes. 
"If | were an actual angel I'd be as big as them." 


"Holy Mar-Trinity!" Now | hadn't meant for that to come out. As my guardian explained, | tried saying Mary, 
God, and Jesus but it always came out trinity. Odd enough for me. 


"Will you cut it out for a second? Listen to your lesson, Sauline." 


"Okay-hey-" 

"See, when | was younger, | did the Cain thing and killed my sister out of jealousy. Yeah, | know, the shock and 
horror. So | landed myself a nice, cold spot in Caina. But for some reason, God deemed me worthy of a favor 
and snatched me out of my nice ice pit. He said that | would watch over the one-and | quote-"most like thine 


self and guard him", thus, guardian angel. Or even more appropriately, guardian agent." 


Okay, so my guardian "agent", | found out, was a murderer. And | was most like her. It was all starting to come 


together. 

"So..'m confused." | said, because | was. She sighed in annoyance and we started floating down. 
"Okay, let's put it like this: m technically not an angel but I'm your guardian, Following me?" 
Yes." 


"Good boy! Okay, so I've been watching you ever since you and your brillo-pad-head cut your way from your 


mommy's womb." Damnit, what's with the dissing of my mom?! 

"So what happens when | die?" 

"l'Il find myself right back in C. So there's the story." 

"Okay..but that doesn't explain your shortness-" 

‘I'd hope you'd have gotten the point when | started talking, you numbnuts." | thought about everything she 
said. Then | came to a brilliant conclusion-she was born that way! And | said this. She looked at me in a way 
that scared me into thinking she'd forget her mission and kill me. 

"You're getting closer. Now we shall descend back to Earth! Wanna see what everyone's doing?" 

"Uh, sure, why not?" And we dropped completely down out of the clouds. | held on really tight to her knee and 
some how she was content to blaze back down to Earth in a sitting position, like we were just having a chat or 
something. Damn her. 

"So anyway, how'd ya like Heaven?" 

'It.sucked" | said honestly. She made a face at me. 

"So says you. Earth sucks. Too many people, no privacy." | opened my mouth to protest that she was wrong, 


and closed it realizing that she did have a point. It was also because | noticed we were fast approaching ground 


and she had-wait for it-started filing her nails again. | swear, you'd think her nails grew an inch per minute. 


"Shouldn't we be stopping now?!" 
"What? | can't hear you, speak louder: 
"SHOULDN'T WE BE STOPPING NOWI?" 
"Popping what?" 

"STOPPING! 


“Stopping? Oh! Stopping!" She turned around and, too, noticed that we were just a few miles above the surface. 
She actually halted in mid-air and caught me as | rolled off her knee. She put the file away and grabbed me in 
a proper position (by my feet) and we floated in the air. |, of course, was not really enjoying hanging upside 


down, knowing there were probably a few airplanes flying about. 


"Alright," said my tour guide "we are now heading for your band's hotel rooms!" And it never occurred to me 
just how we'd do that, | just wanted to be set on solid ground. We hovered down, miraculously unseen, to a 


nearby, seedy looking hotel. Of course. 
'So..you wanna go the Santa Claus way or should we just knock?" 


"| like Santa Claus." And so it was we jumped down through the roof, and | quickly lost hope of ever hitting 


solid ground again. 


"| feel.so sick." | said and was surprised by the desperate tone of my own voice. We descended through 
several rooms and finally landed in the one | had been dragged to. It then occurred to me that my BODY was 
on a bed, out cold, and looking a tad blue, but | was being dragged on the ground by my feet. There was Axl, 
still rainbow-haired, jumping on the bed | was on angrily..for some reason. Both Stevens were freaking out in a 


corner, Izzy looked unconcerned with Joe beside him in a pink bra and pink hot pants. 


"Oh merciful Heaven!" Me and my guardian shouted at the same time. Duff then entered the room and 


immediately started giving last rites over my head. 


"Oh, he can't bless you with that multi-colored idiot jumping around like a lunatic." Letusanctus muttered, 
obviously meaning Axl. She set me down, rolled her sleeves up, and went over to the bed, most likely to do 


harm to him. | wanted to stop her; | also wanted to get popcorn. But what | really wanted, | actually did. 
"KICK HIS ASS!" 


Axl was absolutely bewildered when an unseen force picked him up from the bed and dropped him on the floor. 
| think the shock is why he didn't do anything when she put him in a headlock and started ramming him against 
the edge of the bed. The two Stevens started freaking out even more and grabbing each other, Duff threw 
holy water around the room, and Izzy and his bitch hightailed it out of the room period, 


"ITS ATTACKING ME!" Axl shrieked in vain. This was the most fun I'd had in years at someone else's expense. 


"AAAHAAAAAAAAHHHI!" My dear guardian agent actually picked him up and started swinging him around by 
his feet. 


"DO SOMETHING!" 


"My tutor didn’t tell me how to handle something like this!" Duff cried out in panic. Axl continued to get flopped 
around the room, held against the roof, and generally thrown around. Eventually my agent set him down on the 
floor and came back to me. Mind you, | was crying with laughter by this time. Okay, l'm laughing at my band 
member's pain. But he acted like she was going to kill him for crying out loud.plus, Axl screams like a bitch and 
it is funny. Axl, by the way, who was now panicking in the corner with the Stevens. 


"That wasn't nice," | said through my laughter. She shrugged. 

"You ready to take a trip to Hell, boy?" 

"No. want a hug.." | said weakly. She looked at me with the scary look again, grabbed me, and back up through 
the roof we went. Once back into the air, she picked a spot outside the hotel, stood on it, and we started to..l 
kid you not, SINK into the ground. Like when | hit the spongy ground earlier, only we weren't popping back up. 


And | don't know why, but it started to dawn on me that the girl was serious. 


"Oh, fuck." was all | had time to say before we sunk completely into the ground. 


Gateway 


We fell, well floated through for a few minutes before entering this.grayish looking place. Not the hellfire I'd 
expected. We dropped right down at the gates and went through, and already | saw some horrible sights. 


Hell isn't so dreary a place as you'd expect. It's far worse. Most of the screaming was my own, and we'd just 


entered through the gates. 
'AAAAH" 

"SLASH" 

"AA AAAAHHHHH! KILL ME NOW! KILL ME NOW!" 


"NOTHING'S HAPPENED YET!" | stopped screaming like a woman and calmed down enough to realize that we had, 
indeed, only started. It stank something awful, like thirty day old road kill and sulfur. Dear God, if | forgot 
nothing it was that horrid smell.! And there were people, for some reason, here. They were running around 
chasing this giant flag that said "KIDS: SHOES HALF PRICE AT HECHT‘S!" and from a distance they looked normal. 
They were more solid than the eerie blue hell demons of Heaven In fact, the only thing that gave them away 
was the fact that they were floating rather than running. 


"What are they doing?" | whispered to my agent. 


“These are the people that weren't evil enough for Hell but Heaven didn't want ‘em. Go talk to them." | looked at 
her like she'd grown a horn from her throat. Talk to them?! 


"Are you nuts?" 


"Oh, go on, they can't hurt you. I'm serious, these people are pretty much helpless." She assured me, even 
though | wasn't assured at all. We moved up closer any way, and the closer we got the less normal they 
looked. For one thing, there was a dark, thin cloud hovering over them that basically rained down all kinds of 
stingy insects. There were only five of them that | could see-all of them covered head to toe with dripping 
blisters and boils and | get sick just thinking of it.how could they STAND that?! 


"Uh.h-hi." | started off. They actually looked at me, quite grimly though. Letusanctus cleared her throat and 


gave me a nudge. | stared at the runners. They ran by me and called me to join. 


"Come run with us, oh stranger, if you wish to speak for we cannot stop!" Called one. Well, there was my 


invitation. | jogged up to them and ran along side the line, surprised at how fast they were really going. 


"Who comes here, oh stranger who isn't dead?" By the way, that's my official name now. Stranger Who Isn't 
Dead, with Tourist being my middle name. 


‘lm a tourist." | struggled for things to say. For one thing, | was getting distracted by the by the huge boil 
covering one of the guys’ eyes, so big that he couldn't open it. And it was actually THROBBING..and bleeding and 


pus-y and ack, ack, ack, ack.so you could see my dilemma. They looked at me expectantly and | swallowed hard. 


"Um..so what did you do to get here..2" | asked. It seemed smarter than what | was going to ask, ‘Dude, what is 
wrong with your EYE?! Ironically enough, said person spoke with a great sigh. 


"Nothing, and that's the point. We did nothing to make ourselves great, we didn't worship the Lord, and yet 


that's our only sin." 


"And what a sin it was!" Spoke another. "Why, if I'd known what | know now, | would have tried my damnedest 
to earn SOME infamy and give more praise to God than he could handle! Or deserve! But | land myself here. Is 
there no reason?!" Bitter, aren't we? After some questioning | pretty much got the same story from all of 
them. | saw another flag going the opposite way that said, "BUY ONE GET ONE FREE!" and | didn't think to 
question it. So, | figured I'll ask one more question and l'd get the hell away from the spirits. Besides, those bee 
stings were hurting like hell. 


"Who are you guys, anyway?" | didn't expect for them to yell and claw, but thats what they did. One screamed 
and the others glared at me. 


"Names? Names?! You come expecting names? Are we not punished enough, you wretch, but you make us 
remember our past lives? The lives that got us here! Be gone you wretched stranger!" | blinked and started to 
back away as they moaned and wailed. When | was away from them completely, my guardian saw fit to come 
to me. 

"Well? You learn something?" 


"Yeah, don't ask a dead guy for his name." 


"Eh, don't pay them any mind. Besides, they aren't worth it. Come on, we've got a looong way to go buddy." Well 


that was a shock, for some reason. 


"You mean.l'm farther in..2!" She laughed a bit and looked at me like | was joking, then realized that | was 


seriously confused 

"What? You think you're just at the entrance? Be serious now, haven't you made a name for yourself?" 
"Well, yeah." | said, choosing that moment to suddenly become humble. 

"Well there ya go. | said this is your future, after all, if you do that mess up thing. | didn't want to tell you, 


but once we get there | think you'll understand what it is. Not giving praise isn't your only sin, boy." Well, yeah, 
| figured that out, but what could | do to get me farther into Hell? 


"Could you at least tell me where we're going?" 
"Far into the seventh level” She said flippantly. "Two levels away from where | was." 


That's exactly what | said. 


How to make friends and get yourself killed! 


She began walking on and | followed her, stunned. Whatever I'm gonna do (and let's face it, you just KNOW Im 
gonna do it), it's obviously gonna be pretty bad. We hadn't got far when the screaming behind us began to fade 
and was replaced by the sound of rushing water and MORE screaming. 


"And here we are on the beautiful shore of the Acheron! To your left we have people crying in pain and 
awaiting the river guide Charon, to your right more pain, some water, and pain and torment!" And all | could do 
was stare at this. Who knew so many people had died since the beginning of time? While | stared, my guide 
continued tugging on my pants leg and giving the "grand tour". 


"And right on time, our dear river guide. Are you listening, boy?" She tugged harder and | was forced to pay 
attention again. Indeed, speeding across the water faster than | thought possible, was the most stick-think old 


dude I've ever seen.EVER. You'd think he'd bulk up rowing a boat across what looked like several miles of ocean. 


"Who's that?" | asked. She didn't look at me directly but one of the eyes on her face did. Those things were 
seriously getting creepy in the fact that they didn't move WITH her, but of their own accord. 


"Know you nothing of mythology?" 

"Uh, no" 

"Ever read the Inferno?" 

"Heard of it..once.." She smacked her head just as the boat came on shore. 

"Damn you. Okay, let's start your lesson: this is the boatman Charon. He shall lead us across the river." | 
looked at her oddly. Couldn't she just fly, | asked. She said that she was tired of holding me up. Makes sense, 
we have been flying for, like, forever. 

The dead souls took time from their cursing of God and their families to line up and hold out their tongues, 
which had shiny, shiny coins on them. We went past the line and directly up to the river guide, who snarled as 
he took the coins and dropped them in a bucket. 

"Not again," he moaned "let me guess: he's off the path that does not stray." 

"He's been off it for years. Slash, go play in the tide pools or something while | talk to him." Charon and | both 
were surprised at the dismissal. ‘Go play in the tide pools’? She had to be joking. Besides..there weren't any tide 


pools to play in.and | told her this. 


"Well go frolic about in the water, talk to people-just go away for a second while | barter, okay?" So it went 
from ‘go play in the tide pools’ to ‘go frolic in the water’. She could have just told me to go away, that was 


less degrading. 


I'd decided instead of frolicking I'd just.wade in the water. Or | was going to, anyway. | was far away enough 
from my guardian that | couldn't hear her negotiate for a ride (| did hear Charon shouting at her for holding 
up the line) and close enough to the water to..frolic. | rolled up my pants to my knees and stood around in the 
water, looking down at my reflection. Bright as | am, it didn't take long to realize that the reflection | was 
looking at wasn't my own at all. It was a pale looking man, bone thin, with the most fearful look in his eyes and 
he was mouthing something. | stared in horror and was about to call out that a man was drowning out here, 
when | looked behind me and realize just how far out in the water | had gotten. Far enough that it only came 
up to my legs, but I'd gotten farther out than | wanted. The man in the water grabbed my leg and nearly 


caused me to fall. 


"Let gol" Something else grabbed my other leg and the two of them tried to pull me in. | had leaned over far 
enough to realize that the river wasn't just water..it was mostly PEOPLE! 


"AAAAH" | screamed again. One would think I'd be hoarse by now, but | always found voice to scream out. 
Eventually, though, the two managed to over power me and | fell in | then saw that the only reason the water 
only came up to my legs is that it was clogged with souls.! They pulled and grabbed at me and | fought against 


them like a man on a mission Could they not see my flailing?! 

As if she'd read my thoughts, along came the boat packed full of people and my dear guardian 
"Damnit, | said frolic, not get yourself killed!" 

"| thought you said they were harmless!" 


"Uh, the souls are harmless..you ARE in water, dear boy, you can still drown" Oh, well THAT made sense. Damn 
her icy, dead soul. She reached her hand out and snatched me away from the clingy souls and onto the boat. 


"And now, a moment of peace..okay, time's up." She laughed at this but | didn't find anything funny. In fact, | 
wasn't finding much of anything funny any more. | sat, wet, right where | was. | wasn't getting up unless told 
to. The boat moved along rather quickly and | noticed that the farther we got, less souls clogged the water 


until there weren't any at all. 


"That is because," Charon began after | asked why this was so "those were the fools that either thought they 
could drown themselves or thought they could swim across because they could not pay me to cross. They can 


only get so far or that would defeat the purpose of me." 


Too soon, we'd banked on the shore and had to get off. | was led away by my agent and she kept grinning at 


me. 


"Here's where the fun starts. think Limbo is fairly self-explanatory, but just in case, it's where all the 


philosophers and un-baptized people hang around. In other words, welcome to the last civil place here. If you 


wanna stop, say something now." God did | ever want to stop, but | knew that if | did I'd never get back up 
again, so | kept my peace. Instead, we basically waltzed through the circle without a second thought. It was 
rather bright here for some reason, and in the distance | could see a castle-like structure. Letusanctus 


declined all questions, answering only the most common. 

"Who is he?" 

"Sorry, but its none of your concern 

"What is he doing here?" 

"Taking a tour." 

"Does he not wish to stop or turn back?" 

"Little late for all that” And so on She basically shoved me through the whole level and told me to keep my 
mouth shut since | didn't want to stop. She pushed until we were out of the circle and out of the light, and yet 
it wasn't quite dark. When at last we'd stopped, | couldn't help but notice the sudden drop in temperature. 
"W-w-why's it s-s-so c-c-old?" 

"Because, we're in Hell" She replied Yes, that made sense. She then floated up to me and covered my eyes. 
"What-" 

| fear that if you see this demon you'll faint dead away" | shrugged away and turned to face said demon, It 
wasn't too horrible.l've seen pictures of half men, half bulls before-only this one moved and snarled blood at 


me. No big deal, I've seen worse stoned. 


So why did | faint dead away like she said? | have no idea. 


Furthering that lesson (making it a game) 


When | came to, it was still cold, but | felt.wet. No, not in that way you pervs, wet as in watery. But that was 
impossible since whatever water | was in was very thick. | did realize that my name was being called and | was 
being harshly shaken 

"Slash? Come to, son!" 

"Fuzahm?" 

"Thank goodness you're alive! | knew you'd faint, you pussy." Come on, holy beings don't use language like that! 

| looked around all groggy. Well, | was right about being wet: we were standing in a pit of mud. Or rather, she 
was standing and | was laying half in the mud and half on a slab of rock. There were people here, too, and yet 
another river..the people here looked exceptionally sad and beaten. Some were wallowing in the mud and singing 
something in a language | didn't know, others seemed to be scrapping, or something. | watched one man get a 
chunk of his arm bitten off only to take it out on someone else. That just didn't seem right. 


"Wh-where are we..?" 


"Not far from our destination. Do get up." Not even asking if | could stand, which | could, but she could have 
acted concerned! But | did stand, and quickly found myself in mud up to my legs. 


"Where are we?" | asked again. 
“Circle five, circle of the wrathful. Just waiting on a boat ride. You make me tired" 
"Huh?" 


"I had to carry you for two whole circles dude, two fucking circles! Do you know how long that took? You've 
been out for the better part of two hours!" Oops. 


"Go talk to someone while we wait, why don't you?" She said. Again, | am dismissed. But at least | was dismissed 
with some dignity instead of being told to go ‘play in the tide pools’. But | guess she didn't want me to be bored 
or anything, so | went to go find some one in the mud to talk to. | looked for the ones sitting and gurgling 
because | really didn't want to deal with the fighting ones. That biting shit looked like it hurt. 


| pretty much found my guy when he so desperately clung to my foot. 


"Uh, hi. Before you ask, I'm a tourist. l'm going to ask you stuff" He gurgled mud in response. This conversation 
was going very well so far. He then started gurgling words that | could kinda understand. 


"What..name..2" He got out. | was faced with a tough decision: tell him my name or make something up. Oh well, 


neither was going to hurt. 


"„Sauline." | forced out. Why did it sound so funny coming from my mouth and so offensive from hers? He 
stared at me, | think he knew | was lying, but either didn't care or did not care. 


"How..here..2" | got from him. 
"Someone's guiding me down here. Who are you?" 


"Howard..Keith.." | was going to ask, ‘well which is it? when | quickly realized that was just his whole name. 


Damn | was slow that day. 


"Um.how'd you get here, in thirty words or less?" | asked, since he probably couldn't speak more than twenty 
words at a time let alone thirty. 


"Suffered.depressed.| lived.sullen.despair.locked.self in room.died.lonely.." Or as | got from it: "| suffered from 
depression, lived a sullen life in despair, locked myself in a room, died of loneliness." I'd say | was pretty damn 
close. | felt a little sorry for him and wanted to keep talking, but what do you talk to someone like him about? 
Death? What he does here all day? Seen any cute dead chicks yet? 

"When did you live?" | chose that instead. 

"Died.19.59.thirty..one.." 

"What made you depressed?" 

"Mother..ssister.father..dead..” And I'd reached the end of my questions..again..damnit. Ask me something, ask me! 


"Why..linger.." Damnit. 


"Um..waiting on a ride is all" As if on cue, said ride began approaching. Letusanctus signaled for me and | would 


have gone to her, but Howard grabbed on to my leg and refused to let go. 
"Stay. 

"| can't, | have to go, I'm not dead yet" 

"Stay!" | will never talk to dead people again They like the living TOO much. My guardian looked at me and | 
could tell she was deeming me hopeless. Oh no, | wasn't going to get saved again! | didn't know why | wanted to 


prove my manliness all of a sudden, but | declined the offer for a rescue and decided l'd get myself out of 


this. So there. 


"Let go." | said firmly and wrenched his arm off my foot. Hah! | was off to a good start. Now to get him off 


my arms. 


| really DID feel sympathy for him, but not only was he cutting off my circulation but he was standing in the 
way of my getting out of here! Why oh why am | getting punished for being a good soul?! 


Still determined not to be saved, | did the instinctual thing and bit him-no, bit the hell out of him. Taking a page 
from the dudes "killing" each other in front of me, | bit him until his arms had blood dripping down them. 
Distasteful as it was, it made him let go after all. He slinked back into the mud and started singing again. | 
walked away, half of me feeling proud for proving | could be as vicious as | had to be, the more humane half 


of me feeling horrible for what I'd done. 


"Good work," stated my guardian. | shrugged halfheartedly and asked if that-river guide number two-was the 
same guy from before. She said it wasn't, that this was the Styx, and the guy's name was- 


"Phlegyas." 

"Bless you." 

"Ha-hah, honey. Say it with me, Phle-gy-as. Lesson two!" | tried saying the name over and over (it always 
came out sounding something like an STD or something) while she drug me to the boat. The ferryman looked 
the same as the other guy, except he was bulkier and bald. Also, his eyes didn't have pupils in them. 
Essentially, this guy was creepier. | was hauled on to the boat and without a word we were off. The three of 
us were the only ones on the boat, and when | asked why this was so, | was told to shut my trap and enjoy 


the ride. We crossed quickly and silently and | got the most childish idea: 


"You know, just so | don't go insane, | think I'll make this a game." | said as we got off the boat. She didn't 


regard me directly but she looked at me with one of her face-eyes. 

"What kind of game? Like Dungeons and Dragons?" Hell no. "Or is that too geek-y for you?" 

"Nah, just.a game. Not like anything, but acting like a character in a game could help take away the stress. 
"| dort really suggest you do that. IHll take away from the reality of Hell” 

"Yeah, that's what | wart" 


"| don't know how you would.this is very real-and | give you the city of Dis!" And there it was..well, a rickety, 
old gate held shut by a pad lock as big as my head, hair included. 


"Well, if we're going to make this a game, here's the second boss level." 


"What's in here?" 


" Uh.) don't know." She didn't know? SHE DIDN'T KNOW?! AAAH! 
And | asked (screamed at her) this. 


"Dude, no one's been in the City of Dis since.um..too many centuries ago! They aren't even countable! For my 


money its just the Furies and a bunch of dead people. Now.here.." And she took a slow tone of voice that | 


already didn't like. She'd been hiding, | knew it! 


"Now here," she said again "| confess that the thing about the shades being harmless was a lie. Um, the 
shades themselves are harmless, true enough, but there are..forces.in here that aren't quite as nice, you 


see?" 
" Forces? | don't like forces." 


"Well, | don't know what's in there, but | do know whatever it is can and probably will kill thee.’ Oh.wonderful.] 
may have to change my name to He Who Is Not Dead to He Who Died Screaming Girlishly. 


"Fear not," she went on, and started to walk again as well "for this isn't where we shall linger..we come ever 
closer to our goal. Just stay close to me and no one important gets hurt" And | did just that. If | ever doubted 
her before, now was not the time, because obviously my life was in danger. We came face to face with the 
padlock, which was even bigger than my head after all. And how did she propose to open it? Simple: she hit it 
with her hand and off it fell. | kid you not. 


"How did you do that..?" | was required to ask, and | did. 


"See, while you blinked, | ran up to Heaven, got a key, and came back down" She said. | had no idea if she was 
being sarcastic, but | wasn't going to question it. The gates opened up ominously and for some reason all her 


eyes widened. | don't know why, all | saw was dark. 
"Shit, | just remembered something. Close your eyes. Keep them closed” 
"But-" 


"For God's sake, close them! Do it now!" As soon as | closed my eyes | heard a horrible shriek erupt from the 


city and it sounded WAY too close. 


"Back you wretched bitch! You think I'm playing? Get the hell back!" My hand was grabbed and | squeezed my 
eyes shut even tighter. | was horribly anxious to see what it was but | was also too scared to open my eyes. 
More shrieking came and something tore at my pants leg as we started running faster and faster. I'd like to 
take a moment and say | was quite proud of myself for not opening my eyes once. But even if | wanted to, at 
that point | think I'd screwed them too tight. So tight, in fact, that when | was told to open them back up | 
shook my head and firmly refused. 


Its all right, you can open tem! Come on-li tell you what was inside-" 
"I don't wanna open my eyes!" 
“All that was inside was a few dead people and Medusa" 


‘Medusa?! The hell?!" This was starting to read like some kinda Greek tragedy..where the hell did Medusa come 


from? 


"That's all it was. You could have had your eyes open the whole time, really, it was so dark. But you can open 
them now, | want you to see this..what happened to making this a game?" | was thinking about scrapping that 
idea, but | realized that | may as well go through with it. So | beat the second boss level.what was next? 


Raising Hell 


| managed to open my eyes (barely) and quickly closed them again-not out of fear, but because I'd just been 
blinded. | rubbed my eyes and tried opening them again. And they weren't deceiving me after all, it seemed. We 
were indeed on the edge of a hill that led to what looked like a huge burning cemetery. 


"We are now in the circle of heretics and their heretic-y, heretical souls. Yep. Um, | don't know if you'll get 
much info out of these people, since they're on fire as you can see." No shit. | wasn't planning to talk to them 
anyway, burning tombs plus my person equals disaster. 


"Uh..yeah..those tombs-" 

"Iron sepulchers." Se-what? 

“They're strapped into iron tombs and an eternal fire lights their asses. Let us descend into..here, and don't let 
the screams scare you." | hadn't really paid attention to them, but now that she mentioned it, the moaning 
here was pretty muted. | shrugged and followed her. We had to go down a bit of a steep hill. The closer we got 
to the cemetery thing the brighter it got and the more people | saw. 

‘One more thing," my agent said "the grounds a little elevated, so watch your step." Well she told me that just 
in time, | was about to trip over a particular bump in the road. We hadn't gotten more than a few tombs into 
the cemetery before | heard a loud moan that sounded different..it wasn't sad, but almost..no way. 

"You," called out a spirit, who I'm guessing let out the moan "you, most lovely stranger who walks this unholy 
ground, grace me with thine presence!" I'm a ‘lovely stranger’ now? | could live with that. Letusanctus looked at 
me funny but | didn’t care. | had to talk to him, he called me lovely. 

"Uh, hi-" 


"You must stay so that your face may give me hope of surviving this torment!" Called out someone else. 
Awwww. 


As if my ego weren't expanding enough, suddenly it seemed like everyone in the cemetery was staring at me 
with puppy dog eyes, so much that | think they forgot that when | left they'd still be in burning tombs of iron 
My guardian's jaw swung open as the whole place lit up with moans of grief and random people shouted at me. 
"Who is this who graces our hellish presence?" 


"Dear God, he must be an angel sent to free us!" 


"Or sent to make our hellish existence in these wretched tombs more pleasant!" 


"Dark beauty, grace my tomb next!" 

"No, mine!" 

"He's already at mine!" 

‘Okay, getting you out of here now." But | really didn't wanna go. l'm pretty-over two thousand dead people 
couldn't be wrong. Still, my guardian tugged at me until | complied to leave with her. Damnit, when | get 
flattered | have to leave. It isn't fair. But the more we started moving the more catcalls | started to get. 
"Do stay! Please let him stay!" Called out one near me. 


"Do | really have to go?" | pleaded. She looked at me funny again. 


"Yes my lovely dear. We don't have time for you to have an ego trip!" She sneered out the last two words. 
Fuck her, this was my trip through Helll She sighed and didn't stop me from going over to said tomb. 


"And who are you?" | asked. The guy next to him looked at him angrily and did something akin to shaking his 
fist. 


‘| am a mere stranger; when | lived, my name was Phillip Lore, but | am nothing in the presence of your awe 
and grace!" Wow, these people knew how to turn on the charm. As if | wasn't red enough, | got several more 
requests from other tombs to "grace them". In a moment of vanity, | stood up and did one of those runway 


model struts and a hair flip. 


And if I'd known what chaos it would have started | would have done it for longer. My eyes widened as one of 
the spirits closest to me started fading. 


"Oh, shit" 

"Shits right. | think you just sent him to another level" That didn't sound right at all. 

"Huh?" The fading soul rose from his coffin, did a mini-twirl, and was whisked off in the direction from whence 
we came. Another spirit soon replaced that one, but once he glanced at me he did the exact same thing. The 
glow of the tomb was then extinguished completely. My guardian smacked her head and looked at me in.shock? 
"Dude, only you. You just sent them flying to the Lust circle!" 

"| did?" 

"Yes! With all their leering that's the only place they could be headed for." Wow, | sent a heretic to the lust 


levell Go me. Soon, however, more tombs starting releasing the spirits held in them and they, too, went out. It 


started actually growing darker but growing brighter at the same time. How much chaos can one man cause? 


One side of the cemetery was now completely dark and my agent got the dumbest look on her face. 
"Uh..we're leaving now." 


"Yeah, that's wise. Thanks boys, I'm here until Tuesday!" And with that, she grabbed my hand and we hightailed 


it out of there, down a steep cliff, and into the next circle. 


Suicide Wood (Bettie Page makes for great distraction) 


| figured I'd never hear the end of my stint back there..and just to make sure | was wrong, | apologized. 


‘lm sorry." | said simply. She rolled her eyes (her face eyes rolled too and sent their creepy meter up some 
notches) and haltheartedly glared at me. She couldn't lie, though, | could see she was amused..well, her face 


eyes were anyway. Don't ask me how that works. 

"Eh. Poor lovesick fools, they fell for you of all people" 

" | take offense to that." 

"| kid, | kid, for cause | love. And | wanted to distract you from the minotaur" Minotaur?! 


| swore that | wasn't going to faint this time. And | didn't. | did, however, stare at the huge thing. | was about 
as big as his hand, so that should give a little insight on how big he was. He also looked pissed off for some 


reason. 


"Oh yoo-hoo! Minotaur!" Letusanctus called. The stupidest thing she's done all day. The beast looked at her and 
snarled, but she looked unconcerned. Instead, from her jacket she pulled out a.photo of Bettie Page..?! 


"You like? | likel" Obviously the minotaur did like (let's just say | barely avoided getting speared) because he 
started charging for the picture. Carelessly, oh so mock-carelessly, the picture was dropped into the abyss 
and after it the poor creature went. Silly animal. 


"And thats that. Shall we?" She gracefully took my hand and led me down the slope. When we'd come down, | 
noticed yet another peculiar yet less frightening sight: horse people..aw hell, what d'ya call em- 


"Uh..starts with a C." As | struggled for the word her eye twitched and she looked at me hopefully. Eventually, 
| got it. Yay! 


"Centor? Centaur?—" 


‘Oh, bless you. | thought | was going to have to throw you in the boiling river of blood!" Boiling-never mind. | 
asked if this—being turned into centaurs-was their punishment, and she said it was not and pointed to the 


river. 


"I won't tell you the name. If you thought Phlegyas was hard then you'd have a spit-day with this. Nothing to 
see here, though, | doubt they'd have much to say..not that you could get to them, unless you can stand 
4,000 degree water." With that, she grabbed me by my arm and over the river we went. From our aerial 
view | could see people poking out of the river, looking calmer than they should be. Once passed over the river, 


for some reason my guardian grinned and saw fit to drop us down.in the middle of a forest. 


Let's break here. We're almost to where you'll be, anyway." | sat down against one of the trees and took a 


deep breath. 
"How close?" 


"Haha, don't look so suspicious," she said, leaning against a tree herself. "We're now in circle seven, circle of the 
violent. Pretty, eh? This is ring two, | believe. Ring of the suicides and squanderers." | listened to her, but | was 
confused. What was going on here? If this was a circle of Hell, where were the people? And the moaning and 

the screaming? It was, excuse the pun, dead silent. | stood up and started messing with some of the branches, 


not thinking about it, until | noticed | was receiving a horrified look from my guide. 
"Cut that out! You'll break it-" Too late. My messing with the branch had caused it to break off in my hands. 


" Uh..cops?" | jumped at a moan behind me and felt something warm in my hand. | was horrified to realize that 


from the branch | broke there sprung a fountain of blood, hitting the other trees and dripping down my hand. 
"AAAHAHH!" 
"You numbnuts!" 


"It is | who should scream!" Said the tree. "You, pitiless stranger, have broken my arm! At least tell me who 


you are so that | have something to curse!" 


"Uh.I'm Slash." | scolded myself for giving out my real name, but then the tree gasped and started to speak 
excitedly. 


"Are you really?" 
" Yeah." 


"Dude! | loved your band when | was alive! | was a real underground fan, though, but you rocked!" Awww, more 


hero worship. | could get used to it. 
"Oh! How nice..uh, what happened?" 


"Well, I'd broken up with my girlfriend-she was a real case-and apparently she couldn't handle it, so she ran 
me over with her car. There was no hope for me; my body was shattered to the extreme. | couldn't take the 
pain, so as soon as they let me go home, | rolled my wheelchair out of the car. It hurt so bad, | would have 


died anyway | think but now I'm HERE" Now THAT, ladies and gentlemen, is a horrible way to die. 


"But you know what?" he continued "I think she's here..that crazy broad might have killed herself too, | don't 


remember her getting sent to jail.could you.see?" Well, how was | to refuse a request like that? | could take 


time out to find this chick.break her arm off, beat her with it. No one messes with my fans! 


"Oh no, don't look at me like that!" Said my faithful guide when | turned to her, kicked puppy eyes and all. She 
refused and refused and finally produced a huge light-shield and threatened to cut my head off. 


"Oh, its okay.my name's Lennon, | didn't die too long ago." | was still disappointed that we didn't get to kill the 
tree that put him here. But | listened to more of his story while Letusanctus did some stuff behind me. When 


he was done, | remembered the bleeding branch in my arm and profusely apologized. 


"You're alright.it's not like | have much use for them anyway.” Lennon let out a long, mournful wail that 


immediately brought tears to my eyes. My guide saw this and saw it wise to take me from there. 


"Come on.later we can go back to the heretics circle, if you want." | looked at her scornfully and asked her 


what the deal with the shield was. 


"The third ring is violence against God.it has three zones but it's basically one big, sandy field of fire. So, 
instead of walking, we'll fly on my shield here. Unless..you'd like to taunt the poor fools down there with thine 
beauty and walk in a hail of fire." | was about to say yes when | was yelled at to put a death grip on the 
shield 


"If you let go you'll immediately be burned-nay, CREMATED. Got me?" | got it alright. | grabbed the edge of 
the shield, she held on to the other end, and we began floating. 


"Kick" She said. | didn't bother questioning it and | kicked. She kicked, too, and we were off. 


We kicked our way over the rest of the forest and into, as she said, the great field of fire. It was bigger than 
| thought, and when | looked up | could see huge balls of fire raining down. Before | asked why they weren't 
incinerated on the spot, | remembered that this WAS Hell, after all. We passed over what she said was the 
first zone, where people seemed to be stuck to the ground with the fire raining directly on them. By the time 
we'd gotten over that zone (which, by itself, stretched for what must have been at least five miles), | was 


tired as fuck. 

"Are..we..there yet..2" 

"No, we're almost there. Kick faster, honey." 

"I can't feel my legs." | whined, and was grateful that the shield was too wide for her to kick me. We swung 
over into the next zone, where there were people running around like..well, they were on fire. It went quite for 
a minute or two. | was so used to talking | couldn't stand the silence, so | looked into my arsenal of Annoyingly 


Stupid Questions to make conversation. 


"What time is it?" 


"| dunno. Around six or seven, | guess." 

"How long have we been here?" 

"Um..some..hours-why? I'll have you out of here before you know it” 

"Why didn't you just fly?" At this, she groaned. 

"Uh, its raining FIRE, you dim bulb." She called me a dim bulb. | was touched. And it was a change from 
‘numbnuts', at least. That was starting to become offensive. And, some how, I'd reached the bottom of my well. 
Oh well, the silence should have been nice. 

We passed over the final zone at least an hour and my stark-mad raving later (| don't remember exactly what 
| said, but | think it had something to do with ‘fuzahm' and a Scarlett O'Hara impersonation). At the end of the 
sand pit there was a steep drop and not a drop of fiery rain went beyond it. We came just over the drop and 


started to float down. 


"You ready?" She asked, just as we were about six feet off the ground. To my eye anyway..before | could say 
a word, the shield disappeared between my fingers and down we fell. 


"AAAH-OOMPH! OH THE SHEER AGONY!" | shouted out as | landed wrong on my back. She looked at me like I'd 
lost it then put her hand on the spot. In an instant, it felt better. 


" Ooow.." 


"You're okay. Alright! We're officially here! This is the eighth level” Woo. It was then that | thought of 


something. | smirked for some reason and brought it up. 


"Didn't you say | was in the seventh?" Her eyes widened in surprise then confusion. HAHI | felt oddly 
triumphant. 


"| did?" 
"Yes, you did. | remember, at the gates you said | was in the seventh!" 


"Um, oops..? Well, |, uh, was obviously mistaken" | eyed her suspiciously and asked if she was sure. She looked 


at me angrily and said positive and that there was nowhere else for me to go. 


“Trust me.unless you wanna go all the way to the bottom..and it's not pretty there, either." And with that, 


she disappeared. 


Oh. My. God. | started having something relatively close to a heart attack. 


Leaving me alone in Heaven wasn't TOO bad (at least I'm alive), but this was fucking Hell 


"Go on, use your wits," she said to me. "I'll tell you when you get there. And remember, l'm watching MWA 
HAHAHAHA." And her mocking, high pitched laughter faded. Damnit, | really, really, really started to hate her 
at this point. | was faced with a large cave when | turned around..a large, dark cave. This was not going to end 


well. 


"She can't let me die.she can't let me die..she can't let me die.." | repeated as my mantra. | went in the cave, 


my danger-sense telling me | was going to fall to my doom again, and fall to my doom again | did. 


Alone Again 


"GAAAAAAAAAAH" | fell smack in the middle of a paved road. Yes, a paved road. This was becoming oddly 
familiar. | got up and saw a naked woman run past me. Definitely familiar. What wasn't familiar was the 
horned.thing that ran after her. It looked something like one of those gargoyle things you see on churches or 
in movies. | fully stood up and | swear to you, it looked like | was standing in the middle of Armageddon, 


Medieval-style. 


There were thousands upon thousands of the gargoyle-demon things running around, spearing people. There 
were random shrieks every where and it was all just CHAOS. You'd think that with all this going on there'd be 
quite a few bodies lying around. But, to my surprise, every time someone was stabbed through the neck, or 
gutted like a fish, or something even more gruesome, they got right back up and kept running. Now that's 
stamina. 


"You fool, get out of there!" | heard a voice that | can only assume was my agent. Well, yeah, | would have 


been out of there long ago, but which way to run? 


Thankfully, she literally put arrows on the ground to show the way. And | ran in the direction like..well, no more 
Hell puns, but | ran really fast. | ran the way the faintly glowing arrows pointed and reached a stone bridge 
that went the entire length of the circle, or that's what | assumed anyway. | thankfully climbed on to it and 
the arrows disappeared. Well, at least she had that much faith in me. | took my sweet time walking on the 
bridge, but even so, by the time | reached the edge of the circle, | was literally crawling..and I'd started my 
Weeping Widow impersonation again. | also started noticing a..strange odor. It got stronger and stronger as | 
went on until it motivated me to stand up and start walking again. Not that it helped, and by the time | realized 
what it was | was weak in the knees. | clung to the bridge for dear life at the smell of.shit. That's exactly 
what it was, and | kid you not. 


‘Oh..my.Lord..the smell." It didn't get much worse than this-it COULDN'T get much worse than this, and you 
couldn't convince me other wise. | was afraid to breathe in through my mouth, but breathing in through my 


nose was NOT working with me. So | tried holding my breath. 


To make a long story short, by the time | woke up, | found myself at the edge of that horrid level and about 
to cross over into another one. And, from the pain in my side, it seemed like I'd been kicked there..and | didn't 


bother cursing the assailant. 


| got to my feet and started walking again and, wait for it, found myself falling down some stairs. Not a whole 
flight of them or something like that, but enough that when | staggered up again, | was really dizzy. 


"Ouch..." | said flatly as unconsciousness threatened to overcome me. Instead, | walked on, if only for not wanting 
to be kicked a mile or more again. Instead of a bridge now, | was on a lower bridge, a walkway if you will, with 


walls that came up to my waist. So, | was kinda protected, even if now | was right next to the action. 


And what strange action it was. | didn't see anything at first, but then | noticed.fire. Dear God, there really 
WAS fire in Hell. 


Don't ask me why this made me excited. 

Through the impossibly bright flames | saw..feet kicking. Feet and legs were spilling out through the flames 
that sprouted from the ground, and, noticing heat from beside me, the walls as well. And | thought Hell couldn't 
get freakier. Something kicked me in the head and | punched it back, forgetting that it was more than likely a 
flaming foot. 


"Hey, watch out! You singed my hair!" 


"GET ME OUT OF HERE! Take my place, when Judgment Day passes | will see your soul gets to Heaven for the 
kind deed" Uh, how ‘bout no? 


"Er, no." 
"You fool! Dare you let a priest suffer in such a manner! | condemn you to Helll” 


‘lm already in Hell you moron" | retorted. Then | thought of something yet again: a priest in Hell? Nooo. That 


seemed backwards. 

| don't know what you did to get here, but I'll have no part of it.you wretch." Well, that felt good. 

"Dare! When | get out of here I'll have your head!" 

"Bite me." | said and kept on walking. Silly priest, what made him think he was getting out of here? 

I'd reached the end of yet another level, clinging to the bridge, panting and slightly less worried now. I'd pretty 


much seen the worst in Heaven, | figured. But what nagged at me was that | hadn't been told to stop yet. 
What my guardian still watching or was | even farther? The only solution was to keep walking, and walk | did. 


There wasn't much to see in this level. At least, not to me. There were people running around..with their heads 
backwards..but | swear they looked calm. Too calm. A few even waved at me and | waved back. Okay, what 


happened to eternal punishment? 


| moved on to the next level..and my feet were KILLING me. I've walked for much longer, but not in a long time. 
Now | was half crawling half clutching the wall again, wishing | had the benefit of a giant pair of wings and the 


ability to disappear whenever | wanted, like someone | knew. 


The pathway started to elevate again, and eventually became a bridge..again. Yeah, that's how it works. | was 
still crawling on it, though. But not for long. 


The Demons and Hypocrites 


Something poked my leg. | turned around, but there was nothing there. Strange. 
Something poked my leg again. | was not in the mood for play, so | rolled onto my back.and started screaming. 


In front of me (or above me rather) was a tall, bulky demon.bright red, leathery-looking wings, and he had a 
pitchfork. Something you'd expect Satan himself to look like, but obviously this wasn't him. He grinned a pointy- 
toothed grin and started stabbing at me again. | was determined not to be some demor's play thing, so | 
started kicking. | kicked him in the legs and he flew away. | figured | was safe but when the one had left, three 


more crowded over me. Great. | was going to die. 


They all started stabbing at once and | rolled this way and that, kicked, did anything | could to avoid being 


stabbed. | was going to die. | do believe this was a dire situation.where the hell was my guardian?! 


"IT'S A MAD HOUSE! Get the fuck away from mel” | finally got up to my knees, in doing so | was cut on the 
arm. Damn them! | was about to start taking a couple of swings, but the demons would have the last say. 
They all turned around, poked their asses out at me, and let out the longest, smelliest fart ever heard and/or 


smelt by humans. 
Somehow, they managed to catch me with my mouth and eyes wide open. Oh the HORROR. 


That was worse than tear gas. My head throbbed, | think my heart actually stopped for a few seconds, my 
throat clenched shut, and | went into seizure mode. In briefly losing control of my arms, | grabbed one of the 
demons’ wings and yanked him down to eye level. At this point, | kinda lost my mind again | don't remember a 
lot of what happened, but by the time I'd come back to my senses, the three demons were sprawled out 
around me, pitchforks embedded in them at irregular angles, and | was on my back. So, obviously, I'd caused 
them all unimaginable pain. Served them right. | realized that these couldn't have been the only ones, that 
there were probably more, and they'd probably be looking for the injured party right about NOW. 


So, in my brightest moment to date, | jerked a pitchfork out of the ribcage of one of the demons and started 


running for dear life. Which turned out to be a mistake, since the other bastard-demons were waiting for me. 


‘Oh..dear." | muttered. | ran like an idiot and overall didn't get TOO damaged. | did get the better part of my 
shirt ripped away, and a few cuts, but there's nothing faster than a scared angry man. | jumped over a large 
boulder and made my way down into the next level. | figured | was safe, that the demons couldn't go past 
where they were supposed to be stationed.but | was wrong. Dead wrong, in fact, for when | turned around, 
they were right on my heels. | was easy prey at this point; for one thing | was off the path way and in a dark, 
empty field. Light enough to see, mind you, but still dark | started praying for the first time in years and 
rattling off deities in my head. Then | remembered the pitchfork in my hand. HMMM... 


| made the quickest stop-twirl in history (and probably the first) and started slashing away. | stabbed two of 


them and felt the blood spray against me. Ah..ew. | even pulled off a few kung-fu moves for show, and 
apparently that was enough to scare them off. Or it could have been the fact that | was glowing with an 


unholy glow, as | soon noticed. 
"Dude." | said, out of lack of anything really to say. 


"You're welcome." Said a voice. It faded quickly, but | could pretty much guess who it was. So she was there 


after all. That wasn't going to stop me from cursing her immortal soul, and curse her immortal soul | did. 


| was still in the open field thing, and decided to trudge on my way. | moved deeper into the field. It started 
growing rockier and rockier until | was climbing over huge boulders. By the time I'd actually gotten to the next 


circle, | was out of breath from the serious climbing. 


| peered over my place on the large rock down into a pit that stretched for miles and miles..and around it ran 
a wide trail, and on that, by twos walked people in cloaks. Really, really slowly.in cloaks. That wasn't the weird 
part, the weird part was the fact that they were.really pretty cloaks. Again, | ask, what happened to eternal 
punishment? | decided to go ask what the deal was. 


Jumping down onto the trail with the other people, | immediately noticed the sound of.iron dragging. | had no 
idea where it was coming from. | looked around for the source of the noise and came to the conclusion that it 
was the cloaks dragging on the ground. Weird. 

"And who are you?" Rasped a bitter sounding voice. Well, | wasn't going to impress anyone here it seemed. 
"Just a random stranger. What's up with the jackets?" 

"These CLOAKS," the guy said to me. Okay, so I'd said jackets. Jackets, cloaks, big freakin’ deal, 

"These cloaks," he went on, sounding as haughty as humanly possible "are our punishment in Hell. See! They are 
made of the heaviest of lead, so much that my back breaks with every step | take." And | could hear it along 
with the sound of his stars and moon-themed cloak dragging on the ground. Oh, the irony..oh God was that 


ever corny... 


So..who are you?" | asked, not really wanting to talk to him, but | was compelled to stay. He looked interesting 


enough.like a black haired Stevie in ten years, only meaner. 


‘| was Draco of Athens before | came undone at the hands of a peasant farmer-watch your step-" | did as 


warned and barely missed tripping on someone's..arm. Moving on. 


"I had claimed his property because he couldn't pay me-his mistress had cleaned him out, then his wife did 


the same-and in retaliation he burned the house of my own lover and killed me in the streets." 


Well, that doesn't quite explain why he was here..wherever "here" so happened to be. | doubted that he knew, 


and | didn't speak anything else to him. Instead, | chose to haul ass out of the pit via the Mysterious Glowing 


Arrows and onto the next circle. 


The End of A Journey (A non happy Slash retaliates) 


Remember when | said | thought Hell couldn't get freakier? Well, again, | was dead-ass-wrong. 


As | made my way along another bridge/trail thing, | heard a familiar hissing noise. | knew what it was, and yet 
| didn't. | decided not to chance looking, but curiosity pulled at me. | turned around and nearly had a stroke. 


There, literally spilling out of the stone walls, were the longest serpents you could imagine. say serpent 


because there was no way you could classify them in the "snake" category. At all. 
And to my right, people. Yes, there were people..and more serpents..the things were everywhere. 
"Watch your ass." 


"AAH!" | jumped on the wall of the trail, fearing for my ass. In doing so, | fell over anyway and found myself in 
the ultimate snake pit. | can't win | tells ya 


Someone stepped on my face. That rat-bastard. Another guy actually helped me up, then ran away again. | 
watched that same guy run, try to run up a wall, and a serpent struck him in the heel. For some reason, he 
didn't die. However, | did catch sight of a man running wildly towards him.or at least he WAS a man at some 
point. He had the spine of a serpent, one of his legs was a tail, and a head poked out of his hand. Okay. 
"Oh.hey! Look out!" | called to the normal guy. The two of them collided anyway, and now the one were 
three..and that was all for me today. | stabbed a serpent that was trying to meld with my arm, got back on 


the trail, and ran like the fate of the world depended on me, screaming like a woman in labor. 


I'd found a new strength, it seemed. | was now sprinting up a hill then down it, completely ignoring all that was 


around me, not even realizing that | was in another level until | heard a voice ring out loud and clear. 
"STOP!" 

"Huh?" 

"You almost went too far." And my guardian appeared before me, nails now coated with a shiny black polish. 
„She'd been painting her nails all this time. Well, she had to do something. Saving my life was too much. 

| stooped over to catch my breath, while she started talking about the level. 


"This is where you'll be for all eternity, the eighth level, sewers of schism and scandal, formally. Informally 


called the Screwed Level, if you'll look around you'll see why." 


| did indeed look around and nearly started retching on the spot. There was another pathway like in the level 
before the man-eating serpents, but instead of people in lead cloaks, they were walking around very slowly. 
They were all moaning in obvious pain, because all of them were split open either from throat to just below 
their navels, or from the top of their heads down to their chins. It was a sickening sight, with people's 
intestines dangling everywhere, and | could go on to describe the details but if | did I'd puke. 


"l'm..going to behere?!" 


"Yeah, ONLY if you fuck up. And | figure if | don't tell you how, you won't. Then again, you might, but | have 
faith in you-why are you looking at me like that?" 


| don't know quite how | was looking at her, but my eyes must have started flashing "murder". | grinned as 
sweetly as | could, dropped my pitchfork.and jumped her. 


| grabbed her throat and started strangling her like the crazy mother out of ‘Mommy Dearest. It was such a 
sight even the wretches of the circle actually stopped to stare. And it felt GOOD having the eyes of thousands 
on me as | strangled an agent of God. 


"YOU LITTLE DEMON CHILD! I'm going to KILL you AGAIN! Tell me what | did so wrong to get here!" 


"Would..but can't.breathe..!" | loosened my grip on her neck long enough for her to get oxygen to her 
lungs..even though | don't know why she really needed to breathe. 


“Alright-ALRIGHT, l'm talking. This part of the eighth level is for the creators of splits in families, groups, et 
al." So what the hell did that mean? What could | cause a rift in? Ah-hah. 


"Are you saying l'm going to break up the band?" 
"No, not that." 
"A marriage?" 


"Er..you could call it a marriage-URK!" | started choking her wildly again. Damnit, she would TALK if | had to 


reach inside her throat and pull the words out. 

| could tell she was going unconscious and figured I'd just knock her the hell out.then | realized that if | did I'd 
have no way to get out of here. | let her go somewhat reluctantly and she took this time to knock me over 
with her wing. 


"Owl" 


"You damned ingrate! | try to protect your soul and you try to kill me?! Have a little respect, bitch!" For some 
reason, calling me a bitch made me shut up. | still glared at her though, and instead stared at the red marks in 


her skin. 


"| won't tell you what you did in hopes of you not doing it, damnit. I'm trying to save your ass! You want to be 


saved, DON'T YOU?" She bellowed out the last two words. She then glared at the prisoners of the circle. 
"What, is this a peep show? Get back to work damnit!" The prisoners started walking around in their circle 


again, only now they were quiet. Trying to listen in on the drama, | suppose. | nodded my head to her previous 
question and all four of her eyes twitched at once. Okay, those face eyes just invented a new level of scary. 


"Now, now, CHOKING THE NONEXISTENT LIFE OUT OF ME isn't the way to thank me for this trip. What have 
you learned?" She said, talking to me as if | was the student and she was the teacher. 


"Uh..don't cause any splits in any groups or families?" 
"Exactly. And now that you've seen both sides of the coin, I'll take you back home." 


"How long have we been here?" | asked, suddenly remembering that | was in the middle of a very important 


tour. She thought..then consulted a watch that literally materialized on her arm. 
"Uh..almost two days it seems." 


What?! | was almost compelled to choke her again, but the urge subsided Learning my fate was a little more 


important than getting drunk, laid, high, rinse and repeat. 
"Say, can you count in Spanish?" 
"Uh..to five or six | think" What a bizarre question 


"Oh. Well, count to five in Spanish." 


"U-" And my world went dark. 


A dream...? Nah, too obvious. 


| woke up, dazed, confused, and-to my discovery-naked. Those molesting jerks. 
"No! Unol There, | said it." And | was immediately tackled by Axl. 
"You're alivel" He sat on my stomach and smacked me in the face. "WHAT HAPPENED!" 


| looked around.everyone was..normall Thank GOD. Joe was wearing clothes you'd find in the men's section, 


Steven wasn't, Axl's hair was red, the planets were aligned, and all was right in the world 

So..was what had happened just a dream? 

"How long have | been out?" 

"Two days, almost three," Izzy answered. "What happened, man, we found you in a ditch with a bottle of Jack!" 
'|.uh.fell?" | said, still not sure if | should bring anything up from my..misadventure. | don't think anyone 
believed me, but | didn't believe me either. | was just happy to be on solid ground and not having to run for 


my life on it. 


"Oh, yeah, some one left this for you." Stevie handed me a small card with little cherub angels on it. Awww. | 


flipped the card over and read. 


‘Dear numbnuts, 


|hate..YOU! And a signature written in Greek or something. 


So, this means either I'm crazy, or all that really DID happen Either way, | was scared for some reason. Then | 


noticed something..Duff was missing. And | brought this up. 


"Dude, a poltergeist came into the room and started beating Axl up!" Izzy shouted and | tried not to crack up 


all over again. 
"Duff decided to go study exorcism. He left a day ago-" 


"And now we're on tour without a bassist! Oh God, MAKE THE INSANITY STOP!" Axl pulled a strand of hair out, 
winced, and settled from combing his hands through it. Roughly. 


"What are we gonna do? We can't just replace him like Steven!" 


"Yeah-wait a second...” 


"We need a bassist!" 


It was then, in that moment of panic, | realized what marriage | was going to have to break up. It's for a good 


cause, why am | going to go to Hell? It's not fair! 

But | wasn't planning on going alone. 

Jumping on my bed, and speaking in a strange Scottish accent, | declared triumphantly my plan. 

"Why not have ours? The Church can take my soul but they'll never take my bassist!" | shouted, forgetting 
for a moment that | was naked as the day | was born. | did remember when | started getting hungry stares 


and the clearing of throats. 


"Er, as | was saying." | said, covering up with a blanket. "We'll just go get ours back. They can't keep him 


forever!" 
"Yes they can 
"No, they can't. Can't you hear!?" | shook Izzy wildly. Dropping him, | continued with my speech. " 


We're going to get him back if we have to rape the Vatican and pillage the Methodists! Who's man enough to 


come with me?!" | shouted, returning to my new found accent. Silence reigned and | stared expectantly. 
"Speak now or I'll start kidnapping." 


"We'll come." Said three voices quickly-Stevie, Izzy, and Axl. Ah, my motley crew. Great. And so, one adventure 
ends and another one begins. At least | won't be having my head split open alone. 

And thus the end of a strange journey! What have we all learned? Yeah, that's a good lesson Thanks to all me 
reviewers and remember, we had fun. And maybe we'll have more fun in a sequel..? Yes? No? Want me to get 


out of your life? Do tell me! And no rockstars were harmed during the making of this..| don't think 


